A  COURT LADY

VIII.

In  she went at the door,  and gazing from end  to

end,
" Many and low are the pallets, but each is the place

of a friend."

IX.

Up  she passed through the wards,  and  stood   at a

young man's bed:
Bloody the band on his brow, and livid the droop of

his head.

x.          ;

"Art thou a Lombard, my brother?   Happy art thou,"

she cried,
And smiled like Italy on him: he dreamed in her face

and died.

XI.

Pale with  his passing soul,  she went on still  to   a

second:
He was a grave hard man, whose years by dungeons

were reckoned.